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sickness, wondering whether Francis were in
health, whether the meals at Uldale were served
properly, whether John missed her and what the
clouds were doing to Skiddaw.

However you cannot, as she was for ever dis-
covering, both have your cake and eat it, and this
was most truly a fascinating scene. Paris was
now a hotch-potch of all the nations of the
world. This splendid hall, mirrored all round,
divided by fluted Corinthian pillars, made the
company seem innumerably multiplied. Here
were English officers, then Highlanders with
their plumed bonnets, now Prussian hussars, and
again Brunswickers in their sombre uniforms.
The French ladies, in their walking dresses and
in high-crowned, plume-covered bonnets and
shawls, were attended by their beaux, who were
as gay, lively and noisy as though there had
been no revolutions, no devastating wars, and
as though their country were not at the moment
occupied by the triumphant foe.

But how dazzling this scene, thought Judith,
and how unreal the figure of the strange crimson
hostess, her figure, solemn, correct, almost
austere, multiplied in all these mirrors, herself
entrenched with peaches, sugar and nosegays of
flowers 1

Beneath all the gaiety and sparkle you felt
that the ground trembled. The English were
popular, but the Prussians were hated. She saw
on every side of her the Prussian arrogance.
She had heard that when Wellington had pro-
tested about some outrageous piece of conduct,